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snares, no man could be my surety. In strange places, I even
out of prudence, avoid looking long up at any jail-window; because
some losel, sitting behind the bars, may in a moment call down
out of mere malice: "How goes it, comrade SchmeMe ?" or
farther, because any lurking catchpole may fancy I am planning
a rescue for some confederate above. Prom another sort of
prudence, little different from this, I also make a point of never
turning round when any booby calls, Thief ! behind me.

As to the Dwarf himself, I had no objection to his travelling
\vith me whithersoever he pleased; but he thought to raise a par-
ticular delectation in our minds, by promising that his Pollux and
Brother in Trade, an extraordinary Giant, who was also making
for the Fair to exhibit himself, would by midnight, with his ele-
phantine pace, infallibly overtake the coach, and plant himself
among us, or behind on the outside. Both these noodles, it ap-
peared, are in the habit of going in company to fairs, as reciprocal
exaggerates of opposite magnitudes: the Dwarf is the convex
magnifying-glass of the Giant, the Giant the concave diminishing-
glass of the Dwarf. Nobody expressed much joy at the prospect-
ive arrival of this Anti-dwarf, except my brother-in-law, who (if I
may venture on a play of words) seems made, like a clock, solely
for the purpose of striking, and once actually said to me : " That
if in the Upper world he could not get a soul to curry and towzle
by a time, he would rather go to the Under, where most probably
there would be plenty of cuffing and to spare." The Ratcatcher,
besides the circumstance that no man can prepossess us much in
his favour, who lives solely by poisoning, like this Destroying
Angel of rats, this mouse-Atropos ; and also, which is still worse,
that such a fellow bids fair to become an increaser of the vermin
kingdom, the moment he may cease to be a lessener of it; besides
all this, I say, the present Ratcatcher had many baneful features
about him: first, his stabbing look, piercing you liko a stiletto;
then the lean sharp bony visage, conjoined with his enumeration
of his considerable stock of poisons ; then (for I hated him more
and more) his sly stillness, his sly smile, as if in some corner he
noticed a mouse, as he would notice a man! To me, I declare,
though usually I take not the slightest exception against people's

S2. Onr Age (by some called the Paper Age, as if it were made from the
rags of some better-dressed one) is improving in so far, as it now tears its rags
rather into Bandages than into Papers; although, or because, the Rag-hacker
(the Devil as they call it) will not altogether be at rest. Meanwhile, if Learned